"Why? Does she not like your singing of it?"
"I tell you I have never ventured to sing it before her, though
she is always at me for it. I am half jealous of that confounded
tune. But I would do anything to please her; and I am going to
surprise her with it tomorrow at Mrs Locksly Hall's. I have been
taking lessons and working like a dog to be able to sing it in
really first-rate style. If you meet her, mind you dont breathe a
word of this. It is to be a surprise."
"I have no doubt you will startle her," I said, exulting at the
thought that he would be a day too late. I knew that it would
take a finer voice than his to bear comparison with the melancholy
sweetness, the sombre menace, the self-contained power with
which the instrument I carried would respond to a skilful per-
former. We parted; and I saw him enter the house of Linda.
A few minutes later, I was in the garden, looking up at them
from my place in the shadow as they sat near the open window.
Their conversation did not reach me: I thought he would
never go. The night was a little cold; and the ground was
damp. Ten o'clock struck—a quarter past—half past—I almost
resolved to go home. Had not the tedium been relieved by
some pieces which she played on the pianoforte, I could not have
held out. At last they rose; and I was now able to distinguish
their words.
"Yes," she said, "it is time for you to go." How heartily I
agreed with herl "But you might have sung the serenade for me.
I have played three times for you."
"I have a frightful cold," he said. "I really cannot. Goodnight."
"What nonsense! You have not the least symptom of a cold.
No matter: I will never ask you again. Goodnight, Mr Por-
charlester."
"Do not be savage with me," he said. "You shall hear me sing
it sooner than you think, perhaps."
"Ah! you say that very significantly. Sooner than I think! If
you are preparing a surprise for me, I will forgive you. I shall see
you at Mrs Locksly HalFs tomorrow, I hope."
He assented, and hurried away, fearful, I suppose, lest he
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